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Young Feisal now offered hand-made cigarettes. Like
the coffee, they contained loban, and the interpreter
gave me a gilded matchbox to light them. To every
parcel of "tandstikkers" sold in Arabia some little
bit of tinsel must adhere, in order that the native's
instinct for the gorgeous may be satisfied. Factories
in Europe and Japan which supply the market always
attend to this detail. In like manner, the great sewing-
machine corporations turn out a special model for
Persia and Arabia. Usually this is of a bright green
or scarlet colour and adorned with plentifully glittering
scrollwork. Only a few years ago an Eastbound cargo
steamer was shipwrecked near Port Elizabeth, South
Africa, and the damaged cargo, which included many
hundreds of Singers, was disposed of among the coloured
people ashore. In consequence I often come across
these curiously-hued appliances when I go through the
Union.

I had stayed about an hour, and sensed that the
visit was sufficiently long. Once more I kissed the
hands of the Shereef, who in his turn bade me walk
along a pathway perfumed with ambergris. Whilst
turning and bowing to the courtiers I heard Husein
say: "I thank Allah that such a man has visited me/'

Back at my house the First, Second, Third, Fourth
and Fifth citizens of the neighbourhood gathered in
order to learn about my reception. Behind the scenes
in the Palace, Mahomed Salie, together with his two
colleagues, had tucked away a very good feed for them-
selves* Now they rendered a picturesque but not quite